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were all galloping at full speed, nor did they breathe their
horses until sunset.

By nightfall they had reached a small wood of chestnut-
trees, where they rested for two hours, more for the sake of
their steeds than their own refreshment, for anxiety pre-
vented Iduna from indulging in any repose, as much as
excitement prevented her from feeling any fatigue. Iskan-
der lit a fire and prepared their rough meal, unharnessed
the horses, and turned them out to their pasture. Nicseus
made Iduna a couch of fern, and supported her head, while,
in deference to his entreaties, she endeavoured in vain to
sleep. Before midnight they were again on their way, and
proceeded at a rapid pace towards the mountains, until a
few hours before noon, when their horses began to sink
under the united influence of their previous exertions and
the increasing heat of the day. Iskander looked serious,
and often threw a backward glance in the direction of
Adrian ople.

* We must be beyond pursuit,' said Nicseus.    ' I dare say
poor Kaflis is still gagged and bound.3

4 Could we but reach the mountains,' replied his com-
panion, 11 should have little fear, but I counted upon our
steeds carrying us there without faltering. We cannot
reckon upon more than three hours' start, prince. Our
friend Kaflis is too important a personage to be long
missed.'

1 The Holy Virgin befriend us !' said the Lady Iduna. ' I
can urge my poor horse no more.'

They bad now ascended a small rising ground, which gave
them a wide prospect over the plain. Iskander halted and
threw an anxious glance around him.

* There are some horsemen in the distance whom I do not
like/ said the physician.

* I see them,' said Nicseus ; t travellers like ourselves.'
4 Let us die sooner than be taken,' said Iduna